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. FATAL MISTAKE. 


HELLLLP/ 

SOMEBODY... 

HELLLLP! 











SQUEAL ALL YOU 
WANT, BABE. WONT 
. DO NO GOOD. . 


THEM UNION MICKS 
KNOW WHERE THEIR 
BREAD'S BUTTERED! 


JOE... ' 
PLEASE! Y-YOU 
DON'T HAVE TO 
, DO THIS! l 


IT SWEAR I T 
WASN'T FOLLOWING 
YOU! I WAS...JUST 
MEETING A FRIEND! 
H-HE LIKES JAZZ... 

. JUST LIKE YOU! J 


BULLSHIT! 

MY BOY, DINO, 
OVERHEARD 
YOUR LITTLE 
PHONE CALL. 


SO YOU'RE GOIN' SWAN 
DIVIN', SISTER! TO THE TUNE 
OF...WHAT'S THIS PLACE UP 
TO NOW? SEVENTY-SOME 
V STORIES?! J 


YOU 

BASTARD! 


YAAAGHHf 


r AND ON THE T 
WAY DOWN...? MAKE 
SURE AND SAY "HELLO" 
TO THE FLYING 
k WALLENDAS! j 




























DINO! IF SHE 
DON'T MARCH... 
SHOOT OFF PART 
O' HER JAW! 


THEN...YOU 
CAN MOVE ON 
TO HER MORE 
“DBUCATB" 
PARTS! 


Y'HEARD 
THE MAN, 
SKIRT! 


WALK THAT 
FRIGGIN' 
PLANK! . 


WHAT 

THE HELL IS 

. THAT?! 


HOLD IT/ 

LISTEN... 


IT SEEMED SO 
IMPOSSIBLY VMM- HOW 
COULD MEN EVER BUILD 
SOMETHING THIS TALL? 


AND HOW COULD 
HE POSSIBLY 
FIND ME HERE? 


























YAAGHH1 


LOOK 

OUT! 


AAUBBB:! 


GRKH —/ 


UNGHH- 
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HELL YOU GUYS 
WAITIN’FOR?! 


SHOOT 
•IM OUTTA 
THE SKY! 


HE'S... 
TOO FAST> 









JESUS! 


LOOK 

OUT! 


HE’S 

CRAZY! 


OUTTA 
THE WAY! 
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GHAHf 

WHAT 
THE F~f! 














RRAAAGHH / 


YOU ' 
SONUVABITCH! 

ru...sHow... 

, YOU! a 





















OH...MY.. 

GOD! 1-1. 


1-1.. 

KILLED I 


STEADY, 

NOW...IT’S OKAY. 
YOU ACTED FAST 
AND TRUE! 


f I REALLY t 
SH-SHOT HIM! 
DEAR GOD! Am 
THEN HE...HE 
L F -FELL--'. A 


ITS OKAY. THE 
FIRST TIME 
IS ALWAYS THE 
HARDEST. BUT 
YOU’RE GOING 
TO BE FINE, j 


CALMLY... 
SHHH. IT’S 
OKAY. 


I CAN’T... 
CAN’T STOP 
SHAKING! 
























I UNDERSTAND. 


THE COMFORTING 
MEMORY OF HIS 
STEELY EMBRACE. 


THE INTOXICATING 
PULSE OF HIS 
WARM BREATH. 


THE 

COMMANDING 
CRUSH OF HIS 
TENDER LIPS. 


"AT LAST," 
I THOUGHT. 















' THANKS FOR ' 
AGREEING TO SEE 
ME, COLONEL 
v CLEMENS - j 


C'MON, BOY...TO 
THE TOP! WHAT ARE 
YOU...SOME SORTA 
TEMPERANCE 
k WORKER? y 


r UNFORTUNATELY, MY ' 
LIFE OF SERVICE HAS LEFT 
ME WITH A CONSTITUTION 
UNABLE TO ENJOY WE 
k FINER THINGS IN LIFE, a 


AROMA 

ALONE IS NOW 
MY VICARIOUS 
. THRILL! . 







































































































WHAT.-.DOES 
THIS DO? HOW 
DO YOU—? 


IT'S A PSYCHIC TALISMAN. 
IT HELPS ME TO FOCUS MY 
ABILITIES.. .RATHER LIKE A 
TELESCOPE INTO ANOTHER 
. PERSON'S MIND. / 


YOU KNOW, X...X' 
DON’T EVEN KNOW 
WHAT TO REALLY 
, CALL YOU? , 


BUT YOU’RE... 
NOT REALLY 
HIM -1 MEAN. 
YOU DIDN’T-? 


NO. REST ASSURED, THE 
REAL LAMONT CRANSTON IS ALIVE 
AND WELL. HE TRAVELS AND 
WALLOWS AWAY HIS DAYS IN A 
COCOON OF LUXURY, MUCH AS 
. HE'S ALWAYS DONE. a 


WE HAVE...AN 

ARRANGMENT TO SHARE 

HIS IDENTITY WHILE HE'S THUS 
REMOVED FROM SOCIETY'S 
RANKS. AS YOU NOTED, THERE'S 
MORE THAN A PASSING 
V RESEMBLANCE. J 


BUT..-WHY DO 
YOU NEED SUCH 
AN ALIAS? I MEAN, 
YOU KNOW... 
ANOTHER ONE? 
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"I WAS A COVERT OPERATIVE FOR 
THE ALLIED FORCES, FLYING 
SORTIES BEHIND ENEMY LINES. 


“IN THE END, BOTH SIDES WANTED ME 
DEAD. THE GERMANS HAD IT IN FOR ME, 
OF COURSE, BUT EVEN ON OUR SIDE... 


“I KNEW TOO MUCH DIRT THAT THEY 
WOULD RATHER JUST STAY BURIED. 


“LUCKILY, I'D LONG KNOWN 
HOW...TO DISAPPEAR' 


“AFTER HOSTILITIES ENDED, I BECAME 
PART OF THE UPROOTED AND THE 
UNSUNG...THE LOST GENERATION. 



”1 SAW...AND DID— SO MANY 
TERRIBLE THINGS IN THAT CONFLICT. 
THINGS...YOU CAN BARELY IMAGINE. 






















"I WANDERED ALL OVER-CENTRAL AMERICA, 
AFRICA, RUSSIA AND, EVENTUALLY, THE FAR EAST. 


"I CAME TO KNOW THE EVIL THAT LURKS 
IN EVERY MAN'S HEART...EVEN MY OWN . 


"AND THEN...I LEARNED 

ANOTHER WAY 


"FLEEING MY ENEMIES, I 
FOUND REFUGE IN THE HALLS 
OF A LEGEND-THE MYSTICAL 
CITY OF SHAMBHALA . 


"THE MONKS THERE TAUGHT ME HOW TO 
HONE MY LATENT PYSCHIC ABILITIES...AND 
HOW TO SUBLIMATE MY DARKER NATURE. 


“HOW TO HARNESS MY 
SHADOW IN THE SERVICE 
OF... JUSTICE! 


(A'\ v ' ~ x Is 
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"IN TIME, I BECAME EVERYTHING THAT K 



I lAW Jl E DESPISED -DRUG-RUNNER, U 

m PIMP, EXTORTIONIST.. MURDERER. W 

i&yl 


"I DISCOVERED THE POWER TO 1 
BEND MEN'S WILL TO MY OWN. I 1 
BECAME FEARED...AND HATED. 1 


























































"HE WAS A GERMAN. AN ADEPT, LIKE 
MYSELF— DR. GERHARD ZORN. 


"IN COMBAT, WE WOULD HAVE 


IN CUIVIBAI, Wfc VHUUU) HAVfc j. 
BEEN ENEMIES. HERE, WE ■ 
WERE FELLOW DISCIPLES. ■ 


"YET, WHEREAS MY PSYCHE HAD BEEN 
MERELY WOUNDED ...HIS PROVED TO 
BE FRACTURED AND SCARRED, TRULY 
LOST TO ANY REDEMPTION. 


“HE REBELED AGAINST THE 
MONASTARY'S GUIDING HAND 
AND VICIOUSLY MURDERED A 
COUNCIL OF TULKUS--OUR MOST 
REVERED TEACHERS. 

























THROUGH JUNGLES, 
OVER MOUNTAINS, 


IT’S POSSIBLE HIS 
FOUL INFLUENCE HELPED 
TRIGGER THE STOCK MARKET 
CRASH..,4/VD ORCHESTRATED 
THIS DEADLY GANG WAR. ALL 
FOR THE SHEER ECSTASY 
V OF CHAOS. A 


EVENTUALLY...HE 
FLED HERE. 
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to be continued 
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A BEHIND-THE-SCENES LOOK AT THE SHADOW YEAR ONE #7 
FROM MATT WAGNER’S SCRIPT TO WILFREDO TORRES’ LINE 
ART TO BRENNAN WAGNER’S COLORS 

PAGE ONE 


1) SPLASH PANEL—upshot of the as-yet unfinished Empire State Building. At this 
point it stands at 70 or so stories tall (about 3/4 of its ultimate height) and IN THE 
FOREGROUND, we see a portion of the construction sign identifying it. A SCREAM 
echoes from the skyscraper’s apex. 

MARGO: NOOOO!! 

[From top of building] 

SIGN: FUTURE SITE OF THE 

EMPIRE STATE BUILDING 
NOW LEASING 

CAPTION: AN UGLY LUMP THROBBED IN THE PIT OF 

MY STOMACH. ICE SLUDGED THROUGH MY VEINS. 
IRKED AT LAMONT’S DISMISSAL, I’D FOOLISH STRUCK 
OUT ON MY OWN. 


2) MARGO STRUGGLES—as two thugs tightly hold her by the arms. 

MARGO: HELLLLP! SOMEBODY.. ..HELLLLP!! 

CAPTION: A FATAL MISTAKE. 



EXCLUSIVE CONTENT 
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PAGE TWO 

1) PULL BACK—to show the scene atop the topmost, incomplete floor; Big Gun stands in the middle of ; 
the scene along with six or so of his goons, two of whom have hold of Margo. The construction is in mid¬ 
process at this stage, bracing girders rise up and out to continue the basic framework of the building and 
about two thirds of the flooring for this level is laid. 

[Fred—IMPORTANT; make sure there’s a long, fairly unobstructed section of 
flooring that stretches thru the center of this area.] 

BIG GUN: SQUEAL ALL YOU WANT, BABE. WON’T DO NO 

GOOD. THESE UNION MICKS KNOW WHERE THEIR BREAD’S BUT 
TERED! 

MARGO: JOE...PLEASE! Y-YOU DON’T HAVE TO DO THIS! 

I-I SWEARI WASN’T FOLLOWING YOU!! I WAS... JUST MEETING A 
FRIEND! H-HE LIKES JAZZ... JUST LIKE YOU! 

BIG GUN: BULLSHIT! MY BOY, DINO, OVERHEARD YOUR 

LITTLE PHONE CALL. 

2) BIG GUN—steps closer to Margo, brutally gloating about his plans to toss her over the edge. 

BIG GUN: SO YOU’RE GOIN’ SWAN DIVIN’, SISTER! TO THE 

TUNE OF.. .WHAT’S THIS PLACE UP TO NOW? 

SEVENTY-SOME STORIES?! AND ON THE WAY DOWN..? MAKE SURE 
AND SAY “HELLO” TO THE FLYING WALLENDAS! HEH-HEH! 

3) SUDDENLY—Margo’s foot lashes out and she sharply kicks Big Gun in his shin. 

MARGO: YOU BASTARD!! 

SFX: CHNK 

BIG GUN: YAAAGHH! 

4) ONE OF THE GOONS—delivers a hard backhand to Margo as Big Gun hops around on one foot, 

holding his other leg. 

GOON: PUTTANA! 

SFX: KRAK 

MARGO: UNH—! 

BIG GUN: AY-YI-YI! GODDAMN! GODDAMN! 

5) BIG GUN SCOWLS—his face twisted with rage. 

BIG GUN: MARGO LANE! 

THIS. IS. THE. END! OF...YOU! 


EXCLUSIVE CONTENT 
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PAGE THREE 


1) HE POINTS—towards a girder that juts out from the edge of the floored section. 

BIG GUN: DINO!! IF SHE DON’T MARCH...SHOOT OFF 
PART O’ HER JAW!! THEN.. .YOU CAN MOVE ON TO HER 
MORE “FEMININE” PARTS! 


2) THE GOON—who hit Margo now holds an outstretched gun to her head, forcing her 
out onto a jutting girder. 

GOON: Y’HEARD THE MAN, SKIRT! 

WALK THAT FRIGGIN’ PLANK! 


3) ARMS WRAPPED—around herself, eyes wide and streaming with tears, she takes a 
first, terrified step onto the precarious beam. 

MARGO: OH...GOD...OH...PLEASE... 

CAPTION: IT SEEMED SO IMPOSSIBLY HIGH. HOW 

COULD MEN EVER BUILD SOMETHING THIS TALL? AND 
HOW COULD HE POSSIBLY FIND ME HERE? 


4) SUDDENLY—the gangsters raise their heads...as a strange buzzing/thumping sound 
drifts up to them. 

SFX: WRRR-THP-WRRR-THP-WHRR-THP-WHRRR-THP 

BIG GUN: HOLD IT! LISTEN.. .WHAT THE HELL IS 
THAT?! 

5) PULL BACK—to show the in-construction tower and the tiny silhouette of an AUT¬ 
OGYRO arcing towards the peak. 
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PAGE FOUR 


1) THE AUTOGYRO—swoops in close and everyone reacts with surprise. 

SFX: WHHHRRRRRR-THP-THP-THP 


GOONS: YAAGHH! LOOK OUT! 


2) FROM THE COCKPIT—The Shadow (wearing aviator’s goggles) fires an automatic 
with his left hand. 


SFX: BANG BANG 


MARGO: AA-AAIIEEEE!! 


4) SHE CATCHES—herself on the girder and hangs on for dear life. 
MARGO: UNGHH—! 


3) THE GOON—who had his gun trained on Margo is shot through the chest and 
Margo, arms flailing starts to fall. 


GOON: GRKH—! 
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